WILLIAM  VAUGHN MOODY
summer on this little island in Lake Huron, finishing the poem of which I read you the beginning (you may remember) last winter.1 I have often thought of you and wondered where you were. Now that winter and return to city life is at hand, and the possibility of my spending said winter in New York is good, my eagerness to hear from you, and if the good fates will permit me, to get quarters within hearing distance of your voice and your piano, reaches the point of epistolary explosion — as you know, a high point with me, . . .
To Josephine Preston Peabody
CHICAGO, March 22 [1904]. DEAR J. P. P.:
I was sorry not to see you again, especially if you were primed with talk about It; for I, as always, am wearying to know about It, but seem daily farther from achieving knowledge. The more I have to do with It, the more It escapes my thought and definition. I don't mean to imply that you were going to think or define, but I suspect that you were going to throw out memorable speech, while revolving invisible with illumination upon your stellar axis.
1 Probably "The Fire-Bringer." H5 and friendly talk. I am coming out to see you in a day or two, and you must n't shut the door on me because my manners
